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With chaffer that worse was that war-crash of

slaughter,

Sithence the folk-king turned him thither;
And nowise might the brisk one that son was of

Wonred                                                         2970

Unto the old carle give back the hand-slaying,
For that- he on WulPs head the helm erst had

sheared,
So that all with the blood stained needs must he

bow,

And fell on the field; but not yet was he fey,
But he warp'd himself up,  though  the  wound

had touchM nigh.

But thereon the hard Hygelac's thane there,
Whenas down lay his brother, let the broad blade,
The old sword of eotens, that helm giant-fashion'd
Break over the board-wall, and down the king

bowed,

The herd of the folk unto fair life was smitten.
There were many about there who bound up his

kinsman,                                                       2981

Upraised him swiftly when room there was made

them,
That the slaughter-stead there at the stour they

might wield,
That while when was reaving one warrior the

other: